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Tis Christmas Night 
Mary BrewertTon Witt 


*Tis Christmas night, 

My mother sings; 
“The Christ-child in the cradle swings; 
Oh, rest and sleep, 


No more we weep, 
For Christ is here!” 


*Tis Christmas night 
And all is still; 
The dear Lord’s flock upon the hill; 
The lambs and sheep 
Are now asleep: 
There’s naught to fear! 


*Tis Christmas night 

And mother sings: 
“Our happy thoughts have taken wings, 
They travel far, 


From earth to star, 
For Christ is here!” 
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SANTA CLAUS LAND 
EmMaA HarrincTon TEEL 


I’ve been on a trip to Santa Claus land— 

Have seen him at work with his strange little band, 
A-making of lollipops, sweetmeats and toys, 

And everything nice for good girls and boys. 

The road to this land’s through a long, silent tunnel, 
Through which our love flows like oil through a funnel, 
And fills up the caves where Santa’s at work, 

While ‘round in the corners many queer elfins lurk. 
They need lots of love, I tell you they do; 

So believe what I tell you, for I know it is true, 

That Love is material, workmen and tools— 
Hatchets, jackknives, saws, gimlets and rules— 

With which Santa and band make all of their toys, 
Which fill little children with so many joys. 

And Santa himself is just everyone’s love, 

From East, West, North and South, below and above. 
The place where he lives? Well, now can’t you guess? 
Did you say in the caves of our hearts? Well, yes. 


SANTA CLAUS’ CHRISTMAS TREE 
Eva M. Cooper 


JANTA CLAUS was puzzled. He sat down 
by the big roaring fire in the big fireplace after 
feeding his reindeer, and was just about as 
silent as such a big jolly person could be. 

“It is easy enough to find presents for 

those who want to receive them,” he said to 

Mrs. Santa, who just then came into the room, 

“but for those children who want to give and 

have nothing to give——”’ he stopped and gave a great sigh 

- —very unusual for him. 
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Mrs. Santa laughed merrily, so merrily that Mr. Santa 
was startled out of his gloom, and he thought (I must almost 
whisper it), that gentle Mrs. Santa was very rude to laugh 
when he was in so much trouble. But Mrs. Santa laid her 
hand gently on the shoulder of her big husband. 

“You forget,” she said softly, “that the wish to give 
changes everything. Why couldn’t you gather up all of 
those old toys that the children love with all their hearts and 
make a Christmas tree, a Santa Claus Christmas Tree?” 

Santa’s old jolly look came back to his face and ac- 
tivity to his body. He was no longer tired, for he was 
happy and could give the happiness to others that he longed 
to give. Nothing in the world made Santa Claus sad but 
to know that some one was unhappy, but that feeling never 
lasted longer than it took to find out how to help that one. 
Now he kissed little Mrs. Santa joyfully and they talked 
over the best way of carrying out the plan. 

“Just as soon as the reindeer are rested,” Santa ex- 
claimed, “‘I will start out. I know just the best place—I 
saw it coming home,” but he was so busy in thinking out 
his plan that he forgot to finish his sentence. 

Now, growing all alone in the middle of a large 
meadow was a beautiful fir tree. In summer it looked rather 
dingy, but in winter when the snow was on the ground, the 
dark green foliage made a beautiful picture and if was a 
landmark for all the country around about. But while 
people loved it and often stopped to look at it, this fir was the 
special home of the birds, and nearly every bird that stayed 
in the North in the winter, found the tree. Indeed, some 
birds that usually went South were so fond of it that they 
almost wanted to give up the trip altogether. 

This was the tree that Santa Claus had in mind the 
moment that Mrs. Santa told him how easy it was to help 
the children who really wanted to give. 

So Santa went to see this tree, had a long talk with it, 
and with the birds that lived in it. After he left anyone 
could have seen a great excitement among the little feathered 
dwellers there and it almost seemed as though the fir looked 
taller and its leaves more shiny. 

On Christmas Eve, Santa made another visit to the 
place, and this time Mrs. Santa came with him. While she 
was contented to stay at home most of the year and help 
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make the presents that Santa received credit for, this time her 
heart was so much in the work that she decided to be there 
too. And what do you think she saw? Why, that whole 
meadow was filled with the happiest children imaginable, 
thousands of them; all of the children who had earnestly 
wished to give to others. The snow, instead of being cold, 
was a beautiful, thick, white carpet, that made every child 
warm and happy. 

And the fir tree! What had happened to it? Why, 
it was a live Christmas Tree! It looked as if some of the 
stars had come down to light its branches, they were so 
bright and shining. But the wonderful Christmas presents 
that were on it! As far away as it was from some of the 
children, they could see everything that was on it, and every 
child saw just the thing he had most wanted to give; and 
wonder of wonders! even as he looked, a bird took that 
very present from the tree and flew with it on swift wing, 
straight to the one for whom it was intended. The children, 
intent on seeing each love-gift reach its destination, were 
astonished to find birds coming to them with the very things 
they most needed and desired. 

When the gifts of the children had been distributed 
and each in turn had received from the other, through the 
birds, a wonderful thing happened, for each child recognized 
in its most beautiful gift the toys that had been the long- 
loved possession of another. So you see, the value of the 
gifts were increased by the unselfish love of the ones who 
bestowed them. 

The children realized this, and it gave to Christmas an 
unforgotten charm. 

Mr. and Mrs. Santa, talking it over at their Christmas 
dinner, agreed that the value of a present is in the giver him- 
self, and whoever gives unselfishly and lovingly puts the 
Christ-Spirit into his gift. 


THE STRENGTH OF PRAYER 


The minister was showing his 7-year-old daughter two 
new arrivals in the family. “Oh, dear,’’ sighed the little 
girl, “I prayed and prayed for a little sister, but (looking 

at the twins) I guess I prayed too hard.” 


There are Teddy bears and Teddy bears and Teddy bruins, 


too, 

And some are white and some are brown and quite a few 
are blue. 

But this is the tale of a nice little bear that wanted a nice 

‘little home; 

He didn’t care exactly where from Florida’s capes to. Nome. 

“He was left in the dark beside a Noah’s ark in as fine a 
house as could be, 

But he wanted to know who his master was, so he went to 
the nursepy to see; 

And there on the bed lay a curly brown head that looked 
like a very nice boy, 

So the dear Teddy Bear crept up then and there and gave 
him a kiss in pure joy; ~~ 

But the boy with a pout swung his arm round about, and 
said, ‘“You leave me alone.” 

So the poor little bear gave up in despair, and started to find 
a new home; 

He ran swiftly back to Santa Claus’ pack, and down in one 
corner he hid, 


THE DALE OF s TEDDY BEAR. 
cy 
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For ay a he felt very sure he shouldn’t belong to 
at kid. 

Next he was left on a shelf all by himself in a house that 
was cold and bare, 

And being quite free, he jumped down to see what kind of 
a child lived there. 

Strange state of affairs! no hallway or stairs, for the house 
was all on the ground. 

He searched through the gloom of the bare little room, but 
no child or its bed could be found; 

He went through a door and there on the floor-in a corner, 
a very queer place! 

On a pillow streaked red from tears that it shed he found a 
wan little face. 

In a house so poor he felt quite sure he never could happy 


be; 

He said, ““With that boy and no other toy, well, this is no 
place for me.” 

In the dark, getting out, he stumbled about and slipped on 
the boy’s face and fell; 


And my! ~ joy in the hug of that boy I'll never be able to 


tell. 
So this little bear, as he huddled there, quite made up his 
mind to stay, 
For it is the joy and the love of a boy that he wanted to get 
anyway. 
(Reprinted from an old number of WEE Wisdom.) 
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THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS TREE 
(As it told Itself to Little Mildred.) 


AM only a little Christmas Tree, but I want 
to tell you my exciting experiences in this great 
world. I lived with my mother, aunts and 
cousins in a great pine forest, until about three 
weeks ago. I am the youngest member of the 
family, and not very tall for my age. One 
morning, about a week before Christmas, I 
heard my mother give a great sigh, and say to 
my tallest sister: “Well, I suppose the foresters will soon 
be coming, seeking young Christmas trees. I do hope they 
won't take my baby.” 

ey my mother mentioned me, I at once began to 
listen, and I heard my sister say: ‘‘Ah, but I’m afraid they 
will, for she is by far the handsomest one in this forest.” 
Of course, that pleased me immensely, and I just waved my 
branches to and fro in the proudest way, for I had not 
known I was so handsome. I wondered what a “Christmas 
tree” could be, and I decided I would keep my eyes open 
and see if I could find out. 

In a few days I saw several men coming toward us in 
a big wagon, and I heard all my relatives exclaim, “The 
foresters."”" My mother and sister rustled their branches over 
me in a protecting sort of way, as though to hide me from 
the view of the woodmen, but what do you think! They 
came right to me the first thing, and I heard one of them 
say: ‘Look here, Tom, here’s that tree I told you about. 
Did you ever see a more beautiful one? This ought to 
bring a good price on the market.” 

Now, I was not anxious to leave my mother and I 
really had no idea of what was expected of a Christmas 
tree, so when I saw the woodmen coming toward me I 
settled myself firmly into the ground and resisted all their 
efforts to chop me loose, but it did no good. My mother 
rustled her branches protestingly, that he should dare to 
take her ‘baby; my sister pleaded with him, and all my rel- 
atives begged of him to let me stay, but I guess he did not 
‘anderstand their language, for he said, “Right smart wind 
coming up, we better hurry. It'll be cold before long.”” At 
last they chopped me loose, and I was carried away and put 
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into the wagon with many other trees, about my own size. 
We were all sorry to leave our home in the forest, but I was 
glad I was not to go alone. After a time I began to rather 
enjoy the ride and to look about me. How strange every- 
thing looked! At last we drove up before a place the men 
called ‘‘the store,’’ where we were all taken from the wagon 
and placed along the sidewalk, while the driver and the 
woodmen went off together, laughing and talking. 

My! How bright everything looked. People were 
hurrying to and fro, all excited and happy, and about all | 
could understand of their talk was “‘Christmas.”” One lady, 
leading a little girl by the hand passed by me, but the child 
stopped and said, “Oh mamma, just see what a pretty 
Christmas tree. Can’t I have this one?’’ Her mother 
looked at me in a queer sort of way and said, “Not this 
year dear, there are too many necessary things to buy.” 
They passed on, but I reached out as far as I could to touch 
the little girl’s hand, and I would have gone with her if I 
could. I turned about and saw a richly dressed lady stand- 
ing at a little distance on the sidewalk, and I knew she had 
overheard the little girl’s remark, for there was a interested, 
smiley look about her mouth and eyes as she walked over to 
examine me. ‘Then she went into the store. 

The next morning, bright and early I was again placed 
in a wagon and taken to a lovely house, the home of the 
smiley lady, and as I was put on the back porch I looked 
about me and thought, ““My! What a lovely home I am 
to have here,” but can you imagine my surprise, when late 
that evening I was again taken up, and this time, carried a 
long, long way, into a section of the city where the lights 
were dimmer, the streets more narrow and the houses 
crowded up closely together > 

We stopped before a little brown house and turned in 
at the gate, but before Mrs. Matthews knocked at the door 
I was placed carefully out of sight around the corner of the 
house. A lady came to the door and I heard Mrs. Mat- 
thews ask if the children were at home. Mrs. Brown replied 
that they were not, and Mrs. Matthews said, ‘““Good, we can 
= the tree right away,”’ and then I was brought into the 

ouse. 
; A bare little room it was, but spotlessly clean, and I © 
could not help contrasting it with that other beautiful home. 
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I was not left long to wonder what was to be done to me, 
for I was placed on a box before the window and Mrs. 
Matthews and the boy who had carried me all the way, 
began unwrapping the parcels they had carried along, Oh, 
what beautiful things those packages contained! Sparkling 
Christmas angels, tinsel horns, trumpets and balls, string 
after string of brightly colored tinsel, and a glittering, spark- 
ling stuff I heard the boy call “‘mica dust,”” which he said 
would look just like snow when placed on cotton. 

Then began the process of dressing me in my Christmas 
dress, and oh, what fun they had! All those beautiful 
things were hung on me here and there, and the shining 
Christmas angel was placed on my topmost branch. I just 
quivered from top to toe in delight to think what a wonder- 
ful sight I must be, and how I did wish all my relatives in 
the forest could see me now! At last Mrs. Matthews said, 
““There, now that’s the very last thing. Let us group these 
presents around the base of the tree, light the candles and 
wait for the children.” 

Eager footsteps sounded upon the porch and a gust 
of wind and snow came in as the door opened to admit two 
laughing children. The little girl stood in the doorway, and 
what do you think! It was the very little girl who had so 
wanted me the day before! Behind her stood her brother, 
and you should have seen the look of wonder and delight 
on those two eager faces. 

The little girl was the first to speak, “Oh mother,” she 
_ , “is it fairyland? Where did you get this beautiful 

ing?” 

Mother eiplained to them Mrs. Matthews’ kindness, 
and after thanking her they stood before me again, clasping 
and re-clasping their hands in delight. After opening the 
packages at my feet, which contained all that a girl or boy 
could wish for or need, Mrs. Matthews and the big boy 
went away. 

The little boy and little girl stayed by me until mother 
persuaded them it was time to go to bed. Just before. the 
little girl left me, she came up and whispered, “Good night, 
you beautiful tree, I wish you could just know how happy 
you've made us.” 

The next day was Christmas, and all the boys and 
girls in the neighborhood came in to see me and share the 
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big basket of fruits and nuts brought by Mrs. Matthews. 
My, but we were a happy lot! How I did long to make 
them understand that I was enjoying it all as much as any- 
one. 

I kept on my beautiful Christmas dress until after the 
New Year, when the children took it all off and put it care- 
fully away “for next year,” they said. I’m now standing 
in the corner of the woodshed, wondering what is to be my 
next experience, but I know it will be something nice, no 
matter what it is, for it seems to me I| just came into this 
world to do good for somebody, and no matter what comes 
to me I shall not complain—I intend to carry the Spirit of 
Christmas with me always. 


STORY OF BUSTER, THE YELLOW DOG 


Jessie Dimes 


HEN I was a little tiny puppie, playing. on the 
barn floor with my brothers and sisters I was 
very happy. We used to play tag and hide 
and seek around and over our mother and 
playfully pull her long hair. We were a very 
happy family indeed 

But one day a stranger came into our 
home and after looking us all over and prodding 
us around most rudely with his foot, he picked me up and 
said, “I believe I will take this one, he seems to be healthy 
and good natured.” So he put me in his pocket, gave my 
master some money and off we went. It was so dark and 
hot down in his pocket that I could hardly breathe, but I 
could not get out so I had to make the best of it. We went 
flying along in something and every once in a while the man 
would say very loudly, ““Go on there,”’ and then something 
would crack. After a long time we stopped and then I was 
taken from my prison. You may be sure that I was glad 
to see the daylight again. 

Soon a little boy came running out and taking me in his 
arms, petted and loved me so that I felt it was worth the 
long, at journey to find such a nice home as this. 

I lived there a long time and was very happy; 
’ the little bey being very kind and never forgetting to feed me 
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and give me water. I guess that was why I was so good 
natured there, and that made it nice, beeause, you know 
every one loves a good natured dog. 

But one day my little friend come to me looking very 
sad, and right away I knew that something unpleasant had 
happened. Sure enough, putting his arms around me he 
told me that we would have to part. It seemed that he and 
his family were going to move to another city, and his 
parents said that he would have to leave me behind. You 
can imagine just how badly I felt about that; it didn’t seem 
as if I would ever be happy or be able to eat again. 

When he went away he gave me to a boy who lived 
across the street and I was supposed to make my home there. 
Now, I did not like this boy because very often he had 
pulled my tail and taken my bones away from me when he 
had: been over to my house. I felt right away that some- 
thing would go wrong there, and sure enough, the next day, 
although I waited patiently and quietly for someone to bring - 
my breakfast, it never came. So when it began to grow 
later and later, I grew impatient and barked loudly. 
Finally after a long, long time the boy came with my bread 
and milk. He also brought me some water to drink for 
which I was very gateful. I felt much better after eating, 
and of course I began to run and jump for joy. I jumped 
upon the boy, and perhaps I was a little rough, because he 
fell over and then he was so angry. He picked up a large 
rock and hit me on the side with it, making a big bruise 
which bled and hurt me very much. 

The next day I was not very well and could not eat 
my dinner. As I lay there in the sun a big friend of mine 
came along and told me that he was going on a long journey. 
He told me how much fun he always had running along the 
country roads and drinking the nice cool water from the 
brooks. “But what will we do for food if I go,” I asked, 
and he said that we would find plenty of bones and pieces 
of meat and bread that folks threw out if we were sharp 
enough to get there first. I thought that it sounded good; 
at least better than what I had at present. So I said I 
would go as soon:as I felt able to run again. 

Well, we started out the very next day and walked 
miles and miles it seemed, until we came to a village. Here 
we met two dogs with whom we soon became acquainted. 
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They let us have one of their bones and that night we slept 
all curled up in a box we found in the alley. In the morning 
as we were leaving this town we had some trouble. We 
were chased by some boys who threw stones and sticks at us. 
I was separated from my friends, and having been hurt in 
the leg could not run very fast, so that I was just about to 
be caught by one of these boys when another boy who had 
been watching us came up and drove the bad one away. I 
was glad to go home with this boy because I could tell by 
his face that he was kind and good. [I lived with this boy a 
long time and we had many pleasant hours together. 

But the time soon came when this boy had to go away 
to school. After he had been gone some time his parents de- 
cided that as long as the boy was not there to take care of 
me and feed me they would not keep me any longer. As 
the man was taking me away, I just don’t know where—but 
they said something about a pound, where they said all “not 
wanted” dogs are sent—we met a little boy who asked the 
man to give me to him. The man was glad to give me to 
him thinking, no doubt, that I would have a nice home with 
the new boy. But it was not so. I soon found that this boy 
was very cross and used to get angry at every little thing. 
Then he would kick me and tie a big rope to my neck and 
drag me around until my neck was sore and I was very un- 
happy. Besides he always forgot to feed me, and so I had 
to go around to the garbage boxes in the neighborhood for 
bones and things to eat. Of course this kind of a diet did 
not agree with me, so sometimes I would not feel very good 
and would be a little cross). Then I would be abused more 
than ever, so I decided not to stay there any longer. 

I started out the very next morning all alone, but I had 
not gone far when I met another dog going the same way 
and we traveled on together. Soon we came to the next 
village and as we entered it I saw a little boy sitting on a 
large stone, crying as if his heart was broken. I felt so 
sorry for him that I went up to him and licked his hand, 
which is the only way we dogs have of showing you sym- 
pathy, you know. He seemed to feel better immediately 
and told me that he had been crying because his dog who 
had been the best friend he had, was dead. He said he 
_ would take me home with him and then maybe he would 
not mind so much about losing his old dog. 
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I have never been sorry that I found this boy friend 
because we have been very happy together and he is most 
kind and gentle with me. One day, not very long after I 
came to live there, my master started off all by himself and 
when I wanted to follow him he sent me back and spoke 
rather sharp to me so I knew that I must not go. When it 
got very late in the afternoon and he did not come home, I 
went in the direction he had gone and followed his trail 
until I came to a marshy place where the children often 
went to gather cat-tails. It did not look natural now; it 
being in the spring of the year the water was very high, 
and the places that we had always walked on through the 
marsh were not to be seen. The little boy’s shoes and 
stockings were lying on the bank so I barked and barked, 
but received no answer. I knew then that there was some- 
thing wrong with my master so I turned and ran home as fast 
as I could. It seemed as if I could never make my mistress 
understand what I wanted, until I picked up a cap of the 
boy’s which was lying on the floor and ran out to the gate 
and back three or four times. By that time she understood 
me, that it was late and that the boy had been gone a long 
time, so she told me to go ahead and she followed me. 
Some men joined us as we ran and helped search for him. 
They found him in the center of the marsh. He had gath- 
ered some blue flags and when coming back had fallen in 
the soft mud and water and stuck there. He was leaning 
against an old fallen tree, faint and exhausted, and could 
not speak above a whisper. It seemed that he had called 
and called for a long time, but no one heard him, and when 
I came he was unable to answer loud enough for me to hear. 

Well, we were all glad to have him safe at home 
again and everybody petted me and gave me good things to 
eat. Soon the boy was able to pet me and love me himself, 
which made me more happy than all the rest. I am still 
living in this nice home and try to be very good. 

Yours truly, Buster, the Yellow Dog. 


I love my cat, my dog, and doll; 
I love the s bright ; 

I love the clouds, the rain, and snow, 
And e’en the stormy night. 
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THE LADY O’ THE BEAUTIFUL SMILE 


[We are indebted to Frederick Egg for this lovely story. It was 
written by his Auntie, Mrs. Kolb, for “The Sunday School Advo- 
cate,” and Frederick wanted to share it with all WEE Wispom’s 
readers so they might remember the magic power of a smile.] 


“‘duty”’ to tell his mother so and to give her 
much unsought advice about not “‘sparing the 

rod.”” ‘*You see I brought up my two sons on 
Bl well-cooked cereals and a hickory stick, and 

just look at them now; there’s Tom making lots 
of money as a lawyer, and Henry teaching 
school and applying the same old rule there. There’s your 
Mary now, she never needs it, but you can’t bring up boys 
without it. Why, it’s in Scripture; its bound to work.”” And 
grandma went home feeling that she had been of great help 
to her neighbor. 

But busy, tired little Mrs. Baird never found time to 
apply the “rod.” In fact, she could scarcely find time to 
look after her little son except at meal time. Then she told 
him over and over what a naughty boy he was and how all 
the neighbors said so, and that they all wondered why he 
was so bad when his sister was so good, till Rodney began 
to think himself of great importance and to plan new ways 
of eliciting remarks from the neighbors. 

It was Mary who suffered most. Two years older 
than her brother though she was, she had a gentle, loving 
disposition and would never think of trying to defend herself 
against her brother. 

One morning Rodney suggested that Mary be his horse 
and was driving’ her about the lawn by her long curls. He 
was handling her in no gentle manner and the poor girl was 
crying in spite of her efforts to keep back the tears. He was 
giving the curls some specially vicious jerks when he heard 
someone going by. He glanced up expectantly. He rather 
enjoyed having the passersby scowl at him and remonstrate 
with him. But the lady passing by at this time looked at him 
and smiled—a kind, loving smile.” 

; In his astonishment Rodney let go of the curls, and 
Mary ran off for a few minutes’ peace while her brother — 


| VERYBODY said that Rodney Baird was a 
E | very bad boy. Grandma Martin felt it her 
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stood and stared after the departing lady. He saw her 
enter Grandma Martin’s door. “She must be one of the old 
woman’s roomers,” he thought to himself. ‘“‘Surely she has 
heard what the old woman thinks of me. But—she— 
smiled—at—me!”” 

It gave him something to think about so that he forgot 
to tease his sister the rest of the morning, and paid less at- 
—_ than usual to his mother’s comments about him at the 
table. 

However, by the next morning he had forgotten all 
about it, as he had conceived the idea of being circus master 
and of teaching the long-suffering Mary to be a trick ele- 
phant. In her failure to do the tricks properly, she was 
being prodded in no uncertain manner when the lady passed 
again. 

_ Such a winning smile of good comradeship as she 
flashed upon the bewildéred boy. ‘“‘Surely it must be meant 
for Mary,” he thought, and glanced down at her. But she 
had dropped down into a tired, tearful heap and had not 
noticed the lady at all. No, there was no doubt about it, 
it was intended for him—for Rodney Baird “the worst boy 
in Pierre” as he was fond of hearing. 

He walked slowly to the gate and stood leaning upon 
it till she disappeared down the street. He watched there 
for her till she returned. Ass she passed the boy she said 
pleasantly, ““That is just the kind of a gate I had to swing 
on when I was little.” 

Rodney was too surprised to speak to her, and then 
hearing the call to dinner, he rushed into the house saying, 
“The lady o’ the’ beautiful smile went by again.”” The 
mother looked up, surprised more at the bright, happy tone 
of voice than at the words, but understanding neither. 

As soon as possible after dinner he ran back to his gate, 
his mind busy with a new thought. Someone had smiled at 
him; someone, a beautiful someone, had seen him teasing 
Mary and yet had smiled at him. Somehow he wished she 
had not seen him teasing sister, and yet he had never felt 
that way when people had scowled and scolded. 

It was really a long time that he watched and waited 
for her, but the boy did not know that it was. “The lady 
o’ the beautiful smile, the lady o’ the beautiful smile,”’ it kept 
saying itself over and over in his mind. 
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This time she stopped to talk to him. With another 
of her beautiful smiles that warmed the boy’s heart she said, 
“Where is your pretty little sister? I know a little boy who 
hasn’t any sister to play with, and before I came away | 
asked him what he would like me to bring him, and what do 
you think he said? ‘O, bring me a pretty little sister,’ he 
said; and then he thought it over a moment and added, ‘O, 
well, if you don’t find a pretty one it doesn’t matter. I'l] 
make her so happy that she'll look pretty.’ ”” 

Rodney was still speechless with wonder and delight 
when the lady went on. 

That is the nearest she ever came to “preaching” to 
the little boy in whom she found herself so deeply interested. 

Here was another new thought for Rodney. Hereto- 
fore he had had little to think about save the reputation he 
was making for himself and his delight in shocking people. 

But now he turned to look at Mary. She was: happily 
making mud pies in the shade of the tree, glad of one mo- 
ment’s peace. 

Rodney thought of the little boy without a sister. 
What if he had none? His life was lonely and empty 
enough as it was, for none of the mammas of the neighbor- 
hood would let their sons play with him and he had nothing 
to do all day long but tease sister. A sudden impulse to 
see how she would look if he made her happy drove him 
over where she was. Mary looked up fearfully. She never 
knew what her brother would do next. But this was a new 
a And what a happy afternoon it was for both of 

em! 

When this most unexpected state of affairs had lasted 
for several days, and ringing childish laughter had taken the 
place of unkind words and sobs, the mother began to notice 
and to inquire into the cause of it. 

After the children had talked most enthusiastically of 
the sunny smiles and cheery greetings of the “lady o’ the 
beautiful smile,’” Mrs. Baird asked, ““But who is she, chil- 
dren? What is her name?”’ Mary replied, “She rooms at 
Mrs. Martin’s, but I hope she hasn’t any other name. I 
think brother’s name for her is the nicest one she could have.” 
And that is what the lady herself thought when she heard 
the new name that had been given her. 

: So it came to pass that Mrs. Baird watched for the 
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lady and invited her to come in that she might have an op- 
portunity to thank her for the wonderful transformation she 
had wrought in her “bad boy.”” But the “‘lady o’ the beau- 
tiful. smile” tactfully led Mrs. Baird to see that her son 
was not and had not been a bad boy; he was simply a mis- 
chief-loving lad who had not been loved enough, and been 
made happy. She said, “For years this has been my motto: 


“*The thing that goes the farthest 
Toward making life worth while, 
That costs the least and does the most 

Is just a pleasant smile.’” 


After that the lady came in often and sat under the 
trees with the children and told them stories and showed 
_ how to make chains and wreaths of red and white 
clover. 

Then one day she went away ie a tearful goodby 
at the Bairds. But the influence of her smile never left 
Rodney. It was not long before the neighbors began to 
notice a difference in Rodney. And Grandma Martin 
confidentially told one of the neighbors, “‘I believe Mrs. 
Baird has been following my advice about using a stick on 
her boy. I'll just run over soon to give her a chance te 
thank me. I dare say she feels like it. Well,’’ with a satis- 
fied nod, “I’ve always said it was bound to work. It 
worked with my boys.” 


“I’m the happiest child 

That ever can be,” 

Cried little Farina Free. 
““The great round world 

With land and sea, 

Isn’t a bit too big for me. 

The moon and the stars, 

And the shining sun, 

Are the jolliest kind of fun. 

The Maker of all 

Has his throne in me, . 

And that’s why | I’m bigger 

‘Than all I see.’ 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


; |Qbject—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
wor 

Motto—Love never fail 

Colors—Red and yellow on Lite and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporis—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. y 


SSSJHIS IS the-time of the year when every Booster 

. is very busy. There are so many things one can 
do to make Christmas a joyous time for others. 

Our Boosters here in Kansas City are busily 
planning remembrances to give people who 

don’t live in homes that Santa usually visits. 

We are going to paint pretty Christmas cards 


and make little gift baskets and dress dolls and 
buy fruits and nuts and goodies, so that when Christmas 
morning comes we shall bring sunshine and joy in the hearts 
of lots and lots of people. Now, dears, it is not how much 
you pay for the gift, but how much love you put into it, 
that counts. 

Lots of the Unity Boosters are sending WEE WisDoM 
to their friends for the coming year. We have printed some 
very pretty Christmas cards and, when you ask us to, we 
send your friends one of these cards and tell them that you 
are giving them WEE WiIspom for a whole year. All you 
have to do is to send us the name and address of your 
friend and fifty cents for traveling expenses, and ask us to 
send WEE WISDOM and a gift card. The cards are dec- 
orated with holly and Christmas trees and are printed in red . 
and green. Every month WEE WIsDOM would come to 
your friends and remind them of your love and kindness. 
Don’t you think that this is a mighty nice gift? 

Let’s have reports from all the Boosters about the 
good times you had this Christmas and Thanksgiving. 

_ Write soon, for I want to hear from you. RoyAL. 
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West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—We have not been doing much active club 
work, because most of the children live so far away, and it rained and 
rained and rained in October, and the roads were something awful. I 
had to go into the country twice a day on account of the cows I am 
driving, and you should have seen my shoes! They were a sight I tell 
you, but I didn’t care much about that because 1 knew every day | 
was earning a little more money towards buying that new overcoat. 
Last summer mother didn’t know where the money was coming from 
to buy me one (it takes quite a lot of money to buy me one now, be- 
cause my legs and arms are so long that I have to have a 15 or 16 
year old size), but she told me I was God's child and he knew that 
I needed the overcoat and would sée that I got it, and we didn’t have to 
know just when the money was coming, or where it was coming from; 
all we had to do was trust him, and sure enough, in a few days God 
showed us the way, when Glenn Towner offered me his job of driving 
the cows because he was going away. Now, I have the coat, and you 
ought to see it! It’s a beauty, and the very latest “pinch back” style, 
too. 

The lady I have been going to see for mother is getting along 
splendid, and sent word to mother she was coming to see her before 
long, and we're feeling so glad about her case, because so many people 
thought she would have to die, and now they know the Truth. saved 
her, and they speak and act differently to us, too. 

I wish I had some August 12th Weekly Unitys to give to some 
people I know. Can't you run upstairs or downstairs, or wherever 
you keep the “Weekly” papers and get six or seven for me and send 
them right away, so I can send them to the people while they are 
ready for such things? I want the August 12th papers because they 
are about health, and tell where to look in the Bible for healing words 
for every part of the body. Véirginia~and I like our Sunday School 
lessons about Paul, and mother says he has always been her hero, ever 
since she studied about him when she was a little girl. It seems queer 
she studied the very same lessons we are studying about him now, only 
_ ours are explained in a better way—the Truth way. 

I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 


All right, Ernest, we ran upstairs and got ’em for you. 


Omaha, Neb. 
Dear Wee Wispom—! am a little girl just five years old, and 
would like to become a member of your Booster Club. We have a 
Sunday School here and I go most every Sunday. The WEE Wispom 
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cemes 'c our house regularly, and my mamma reads it to me. I enjoy 
it very mach and also the letters from the other Boosters. Sincerely, 
Dorothy Noble. 


Bessie May Gillis, seven years old, of East Lexington, 
Mass., wants to join the Booster Club. She has saved her 
pennies to buy a Booster pin, and her mamma tells how she 
likes to have WEE WisDoM read to her. 


Vivian Gough, who will soon be nine years old, and 
lives in Tacoma, Washington, writes us a good letter, telling 
how she is interesting her friends in WEE Wispom. She 
also describes her Bantam chickens, which we know must 
be very cunning. 


Oceanside, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We are the “Good Words Club,” and 
all wear G. W. C. pins. We have written to you before under the 
name of “Golden Key Club,” but we changed our name as we wanted 
to wear the Good Words Club pins. We do enjoy our Sunday School 
Club so much every Sunday morning, and are learning to radiate sun- 
shine from the Christ within, who is our health and everything else 
that’s good. We have ten members, both big and little, who wish you 
every good. Maude M. Matthews, Sec. 


Eltana Brown, of Norwalk, Cal., writes to tell us 
how much she enjoys WEE WiIspom, which is sent her by 
her grandfather in Long Beach, California. 


Ruth Abbott of Kittery Depot, Maine, has come to 


join the Boosters this month, and sends for a pin. 


Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees—Neither you nor I knew that Billie Bumpus II had 
‘met with us in August for the last time, but it is sadly true, for I was 
compelled to give up my dear little dog to some persons who dearly 
love him, and where he will be treated better than I was ever allowed 
to treat him. I hope he is happy, though I have not seen him since | 
gave him away, but hope to soon. Maybe next month he'll send his 
love. Mary Belle Johnston. 


Tredrice Johnson, of Millboro, S. D., writes to tell us 
that she and her brother enjoy WEE WIspDoM, and 
that they both wear Booster pins, and like them. They are 
_ trying Ky speak the Truth always, and we know they will 
succeed. 
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Another new member this month is Helen Geissell, o: 
New Albany, Indiana. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom—On Sunday, October 15, our club had 
election of officers. This was a very interesting meeting. Then we 
decided to do something to raise money for our treasury, so as to 
have something to buy prizes for our booth at the bazaar which the 
Ladies’ Auxuiliary is going to have (that is if they will consent). 
You know we built a new church, and it is completed. It was finished 
in November. Oh, yes! We decided to have a love offering at 
every meeting. Each little girl will have her chance at collecting it, 
for a different girl or boy will be chosen at each meeting. This last 
meeting we collected sixty-one cents. Don’t you think that is fine? 
We have sixty members in our Booster Club and intend having some 
more soon. 

Oh, yes! I must tell you the officers of our club: Homer 
Schroeder, president; Lucia Kamp, vice-president; I am secretary 
and treasurer, Rosie Shliech, corresponding secretary. We initiated a 
few boys and girls Sunday, too. Our club is growing larger all the 
time and we do hope that all the Booster Clubs are as large as ours. 
With love to all the Wees, I am yours truly, Anita M. Doering. 


Salt Lake City, Utah. 
Dear Wees—I am a little girl eight years old, and would like 
very much to have a Booster pin, so am inclosing the price of two. 
We don’t have a Booster Club here, but I hope we will some day. I 
will send you a longer letter next time. With best wishes to all the 
Boosters, from Dorothy Vickers. 


Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wispom—Our club doesn’t have time in Sunday 
School to talk about the club and the lesson too. At first we tried to 
have the girls come to. the different houses, but that didn’t seem to 
work because the girls live so far apart, but we'll have to make some 
arrangement. The different classes have penants with the name of the 
class upon them and I thought it would be nice to have a penant for 
our class with “Bluebird Class” on it. We talked it over and we 
thought one of the mothers could make it for us. Wouldn't that be 
nice? I had a Halloween party October 30, and two or three club 
girls came. We had lots of fun and played all kinds of games, but 
when we went in to eat we found that our ice cream was gone from 
the back porch. We managed to get some more and I'm glad that the 
one who got it could have some too. I want another pin—the Bluebird 
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girls’ schoolmates ask them about their pins and the girls are proud to 
tell them what they stand for. With love from one of your Boosters. 
Joyce Grier. 


Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees—A Merry Christmas to everybody! But don’t forget 
the dear little birds in the cold. Do as I do—on Christmas day, if 
there is no small tree in your yard, scatter crumbs and nuts; but if 
there is a tree, tie bits of bread and cracked nuts on it, and if you 
have cranberries to spare put a string of them, or any wild berries that 
you might find, on the tree. I think they would like old vegetable seed 
that had not been sown and would be no good next year. 
“Hang up the birdies’ stockings, 
Be sure you don't forget; 
The dear’‘little baby songbirds, 
Haven't seen Christmas yet.” 
Billie Bumpus and I both hope you'll all have the happiest pos- 
sible time on Monday, December 25th, 1916. Lovingly, 
Mary Belle Johnston. 


Among our stories is one an old-time friend of WEE 


Wispom has written. In her letter she says: 


“Elizabeth and Marion (her little daughters) think I have written 
a good story, but like mother’s cooking, they are somewhat partial to 
her style. However, I lay my offering at your feet and if you deem it 
suitable for WEE Wispom, we shall be very happy. The Unily part 
of the story was suggested by pleasing recollections of how my first 
Unity reached me and the ardent enjoyment of how different friends 
told me of how Unity fell into their hands. Elizabeth and Marion 
join me in love and lots of good wishes for “Aunt Myrtle” and all the 
Wisdoms Wee. Martha T. Anthony, Clinton, Iowa. 


Pensanken, N. J. 

Dear Wees—Mamma has subscribed for Wee Wispom for us, 
so we could have something to help us along life’s pathway. I find 
this little magazine very helpful and comforting. Its many letters and 
little stories are interesting, but most of all I like the Booster Club. I 
have been applying the motto of the pin, “I see no evil, hear no evil, 
and speak no evil,” to myself, and I find it very, very helpful. I also 
think if I join the Booster Club it will be easier for me to help others 
as well as myself, to be happy and sunny, so I would like very much 
to join. Maybe if I try, I can get up a Booster Club out here in 
Pensanken, but I am not sure as I tried once before, but did not 
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succeed. I am the oldest of eight children, age 15. Our names are 
Carol, King, Thomas, Helen, Harold, Georgie, Gladys and baby 
Norman. We also have our little cousin of nine years living with us. 
Hoping that all the Wees are sunny and bright, I remain respectfully, 
Carol Chadwick. 


Irene, Robert and Bert Parker, and their mother, of 
Detroit, Michigan, send love and blessings to all the Wees 
and a gift to WEE WIsDoM to help along with her expenses. 


JOHN WIEGEL, OF ST. LOUIS 


“Honest Injun™ 


Little Johnnie make-believe, 
Such a tiny wee! 

Comes a-visiting today; 
Sure, we’re glad to see 

How he looks as “Gentleman John;” 
How as “Injun bold.” 

For he is a Booster brave, 


With a heart of gold. 


| 
| 
Gentleman John Po 


WEE WISDOM 
THE MAGNET OF LOVE 


MartHa ANTHONY 


H! MOTHER, we had a new teacher in Sun- 
day School today, and she told us so many new 
and wonderful things I never knew before,” 
exclaimed ten-year-old Howard as he took his 

Cate? place at the dinner table next to Uncle Joe, 
their usual Sunday guest. 
“T didn’t hear nuffin wun’ful,” piped in 
five-year-old brother John. “‘I’m tired ‘nounc- 
ing the devil and all his works and sinful lots of flesh and 
all that.” 

“Hush,” said Mother with her fingers on her lips, as 
~ Uncle Joe broke out in hearty guffaws. “‘Let’s listen to 
Howard’s wonderful story.” 

““Yes, nervy; if there is anything new under the sun, 
I'd like to hear it,’”’ said Uncle Joe skeptically. 

Howard glanced from the twinkling brown eyes of his 
big jolly uncle, to the dear blue ones of his father, where he 
was always sure of finding ready sympathy and understand- 
ing, and proceeded: 

“‘Miss Scott said we never need want for anything if 
we would just think love always. Love is a magnet and 
brings every wish. Now, I know I shall have a new 
bicycle, for love will bring it if I think about it like every- 


“‘Sounds like good dope. I'd like to get something to 
boost my salary,” said Uncle Joe. 

“Try loving, Uncle Joe,’ eagerly advised Howard. 
“*Miss Scott told us how they had lost all their money and 
she wanted to study music and learn to sing. One day she 
met a sweet-faced lady who told her ‘Love was the key 
word to success,’ so she just thought love, love, love, and 
everything seemed different. "“Twasn’t long before her 
father became successful, and she was able to study music. 
My, you should hear her sing!” 

“I surely would like to,”’ said Uncle Joe, “but come 
lad, heave to, and eat your dinner or we'll not make the big — 
tree and back before dark.” 

The dinner over, Uncle Joe and the two boys started 
out on their favorite jaunt to the bluffs, some three miles 
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distant, where stood a particularly large tree, under which 
they delighted to sit, and looking into the great branches 
overhead, watch the birds flitting to and fro in their seem- 
ingly happy flights. Uncle Joe would tell them interesting 
stories about their feathered friends; how they spent their 
time in summer; where they went in winter. 

Oftentimes a little ground squirrel would appear above 
ground like a veritable question mark only to change as 
quickly into a dash when approached, allowing no closer 
acquaintance than admiring glances at a respectable distance. 

““Bushy-tail,”” however, was not so conservative, and 

ran to them eagerly seeking for choice morsels and nuts to 
be found in their pockets. ‘Today he was nowhere to be 
seen, much to little John’s disappointment, and he wandered 
out in search of him while Uncle Joe and Howard were 
intently watching a colony of ants carrying their chrysalis 
through a rather tortuous and winding path to a spot a few 
feet away. 
; Suddenly they missed John, and leaving the ants to 
continue their affairs undisturbed, ran from tree to tree hop- 
ing to find him “‘just hiding.”” With some fear and mis- 
givings they hastened to the edge of the cliff and peered 
over. There on a grassy knoll below lay John, face up- 
ward, and bending over him a young lady with white 
bandages dangling from her hands. Running to a ravine 
some rods distant, they quickly made their descent and 
reached the spot where John lay, a picture of peace and 
content, while about his head and arms were wound dainty 
white bandages. 

“*Miss Scott,’’ exclaimed Howard breathlessly. 

In less time than it takes to tell, Howard had intro- 
duced his uncle to Miss Scott, and she had explained how 
John came rolling down the cliff, his head and arm bruised 
and bleeding. She had made the bandages, deftly binding 
the wounds, and John’s big blue eyes had just opened up 
to consciousness when Uncle Joe and Howard appeared on 
the scene. 

“*Are you hurt, pardner,”’ asked Uncle Joe anxiously. 

“‘No, I’se God’s child, and tan’t be hurted,”’ replied 
John as he raised himself and placed his hand confidingly in 
that of Miss Scott’s. 

Uncle Joe glanced with some interset at the slim, dark 
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haired girl who had wrought such a change in the hitherto 
fretful, babyish child. The rich brown of her eyes seemed 
to radiate a wealth of sunshine and about the upward curves 
of her mouth lurked a rollicking spirit of firm and good 
nature. 

“‘Miss Scott,” he said, “‘you have surely worked a 
charm on our lad here, who has always been wont to let 
the hills and vales ring with his cries when hurt. How did 
you happen to go so near the edge, John?” ~ 

“T fought I saw Bushy-tail, then I slipped and———”’ 

“*And like a drop from the sky landed at my feet,” 
finished Miss Scott. 

always was lucky,”” remarked Uncle Joe. 

Just then an auto horn was heard in the distance. 
~ Miss Scott hastily explaining her friends were signaling her 
to rejoin them, walked quickly in the direction of the sound. 

After watching her until she was out of sight, Uncle 
Joe picked up the magazine she had dropped in her haste, 
read the title “Unity,” and was deeply engrossed in its 
pages when the boys with joyous shouts attracted his at- 
tention to Bushy-tail coming at full speed toward them. 
He watched the little squirrel nose into their pockets for the 
accustomed treats, but his thoughts were dwelling on what 
he had just read: 

“‘Love, the universal magnet, will harmonize all the 
ties of nature and this earth shall yet be a paradise 
through its power.” 

After Bushy-tail had emptied the pockets of all eat- 
ables, burying what he could not eat, the trio started home- 
ward. One the way Howard found his uncle a more ready 
and attentive listener to praises of the new Sunday School 
teacher and the magnet of love, than he had been earlier 
in the day. 


Happy faces always tell, 

Where gentleness and kindness dwell. 
Loving hearts will always seek 

In kindly, gentle words to speak. 


Shining Truth star, by thy light, 
Little thoughts are led aright. 
Like wise men from afar, 

Lead me to Christ, oh shining star. 
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LITTLE GIRL’S CHRISTMAS 
A True Story by M. B. Booster 


——WITTLE GIRL woke up with a start. ‘This is 
} Christmas Day!’’ she cried, and sprang out of 
bed. She saw Little Neighbor Girl in the next 
yard, who had been up for an hour, anxiously 

waiting for Little Girl to get up. 
“Merry Christmas!” shouted Little Girl. 
“Hurry up!” cried Little Neighbor Girl. 

“*T can’t wait much longer.” 

Little Girl was delightedly emptying her heavy stock- 
ing when Little Neighbor Girl came dancing in. Then they 
both pulled Little Neighbor Girl’ s mamma and papa and 
Aunt Grace out of bed. 

Finally, every person necessary to the delightful cere- 
mony was pushed and pulled into Little Girl’s sitting room, 
where somebody immediately got caught under the mistletoe. 
Then the ceremony of distributing the thirty-four foolish 
little gifts on a tiny Christmas tree began. Everybody got 
something or other, either a nice present or something funny, 
and in Little Girl’s and Little Neighbor Girl’s cases, they 
were both. 

Then there was a big unwrapping of mysterious pack- 
’ ages accumulating under Little Girl’s beautiful tree. She 
found everything that she could possibly wish, even to a 
pair of rubber boots for coasting, that Santa Claus had 
cleverly hidden in a flour bag. 

Little Neighbor Girl had a great many presents from 
a Claus too; dolls and everything that she had wished 
or. 

It had rained in the morning, but late in the afternoon 
the most beautiful white snow of the winter fell. It clung 
to everything outside, so that it looked like a world of white 
lace. It was out into this beautiful world that Little Girl - 
went to distribute Christmas gifts in the neighborhood. No- 
body was forgotten; not even the birds. Most of her pres- 
ents she had made herself. 

When she got home she was extremely happy. She 
had given and received that day, and now she settled com- 
fortably down among the pillows on the davenport and 
began to read one of her new books. 


i 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 10 
FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH—Rev. 2:1-17. 
Gotpen Text—Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give 
you the crown of life——Rev. 2:10. 


When Jesus was sending messages to the different churches he 
told their good points and then explained where an improvement was 
needed. The churches are all represented as lampstands, because they 
are supposed to be light-bearers, and if we live true to the Spiritual 
Law, we will be. Our faces will shine, and our eyes will be windows 
through which the light of Truth beams constantly. We will be so 
happy that everyone we meet will want to learn how to make their 
lives so full of joy and plenty, so you see, ‘we will bear the Light of 
Truth at all times to all who are ready to receive. 

The Church of Ephesus had made this mistake—they had left 
their first love. Now the commandment is, “Thou shalt love the Lord 
thy God;” that is the first and highest love. The Church of Ephesus 
had forgotten about that; they were puting other things before the 
Lord God. If they had obeyed that one commandment they would 
have been all right. To love the Lord God is the most important 
commandment. If we do that, we will never be in danger of breaking 
any of the others. The central point in the lesson is that we must be 
faithful to the Christ within, for if we are faithful to the Truth, nothing 
can harm us. To be faithful to the Truth, we must think only good 
thoughts. Even though there seems to be darkness and turmoil, we 
must hold fast to the Truth. If we do this we will be given the 
“crown of Life,” spoken of in the text. Now, having the crown of 
Life we would have all Joy and Love and Contentment our lives 
would hold, and we would have Life everlasting. Isn't it worth 
working for? 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 17 
“THE HOLY CITY”’—Rev. 21:1-7, 22-27. 


Gotpen Text—Behold the tabernacle of God is with men, and 
he shall dwell with them, and they shall be his people—Rev. 21:3. 


Isn't this a beautiful vision which John tells about in this lesson? 
He saw a new heaven and a new earth, and the “Holy City” came 
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down from God. It was to be more wonderful than any of the cities 
of the earth, and God was to dwell in it with his people. John said 
this city was going to come. Has it come yet? If so, where is it, do 
you suppose? The “Holy City” is within you and me. It is the 
City of Peace in the very center of our beings, and God dwells there 
with his people. God's people are true thoughts, and when we are 
very still and know that God is Good, and God is all, we are on the 
road to this city. The more we form the habit of allowing only good 
thoughts in our mind, the closer we come to it. When we have 
reached the place where we never have an untrue thought, where 
we listen always to the Voice within and obey it, we have reached 
the “Holy City.” It is fully as wonderful as John painted it. When 
we have been thinking good thoughts and doing kind deeds, and the 
world is all bright, and our hearts full of love, then we are catching 
a glimpse of the beautiful city. Think what it would be to live there 
always—that is what we are all growing toward. It is our rightful 
+home. All happiness and love are there for us, and all prosperity. 
This City of Peace needs neither sun nor moon to light it, for it is 
lighted by the glory of God. There is no darkness there. It is al- 
ways bright with the light of Spirit, and no untrue thought may ever 
enter the Holy City. Therefore, nothing but the good can come to us 
when we dwell there. Let us watch the words of our mouths and the 
meditations of our hearts, that we may keep steadily on the road to the 
city of Peace, Joy and Love—the Holy City within us. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 24 ; 
UNTO US A SON IS GIVEN—Isaiah 9:1-7. 


GotpEN Text—For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is 
given, and the government shall be upon his shoulders, and his name 
‘ shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, Mighty God, Everlasting 
Father, Prince of Peace.—Isaiah 9:6. 


“Unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given.” This Golden 
Text is one of the most beautiful in the Bible. When we realize just 
what it means, we are in a fair way to banish all discontent and un- 
happiness from our lives. ; 

This text does not mean only the birth of a baby in a manger 
years ago. It does mean that to be sure, but it also means something 
much closer to us. 

Who do you suppose “us” means in the text? Well, it means 
Joseph and Mary. It means the chosen people—all the people in that 
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day who would accept Him, but it also means you and me. When we 
have learned to be still and know that the Spirit in us is almighty, 
then the Christ is born in us. If we let it grow and nourish it with 
true thoughts, it will guide us and protect us always. This Christ- 
child which is born in us, is called wonderful, because of its power 
and the things it can bring to pass. It is called Counsellor, because it 
will teach us and show us the way. It is called Mighty God and 
Everlasting Father, for that is what it is, and it is also called the 
Prince of Peace, because where it reigns there is peace and content- 
ment, and deep abiding joy. All of these things will the Christ Spirit 
bring to us if we allow it to reign supreme in the Holy City, within 
our souls. When we read, “Unto us a child is born,” let us re- 
member it means that in the heart of each of us the Christ-child is born 
—not only at soe eel eas at any time when we are wise enough to 
realize it. 


Lesson 14, DECEMBER 31 
“CHRIST'S COMING AND COMING TO CHRIST.” — 


Review. 


Gotpen Text—The Spirit and the bride say come, and he that 
heareth, let him say come, and him that is athirst, let him come, he that 
will, let him take of the water of life freely—Rev. 22:17. 


The review, especially the first nine lessons, centers about Paul 
and his life. It might be well for each of us to decide which thought 
in the life of Paul helps us the most in our lives. That is our purpose 
in giving these lessons. Each one contains something which will help 
us to live our lives aright. The lessons (other than the first nine) — 
have each a helpful thought also. They show us more clearly the 
power of the inner Christ, and teach us something about the laws of 
Truth. These reviews should serve to fix in our minds the good, true 
thoughts we have gleaned during the quarter. - 


Lesson 1, JANUARY 7, 1917 


GotpEN Text—In him was life, and the life was the light of 
men.—John 1:4. 


In this lesson John writes of the true ie the Divinity of 
Jesus Christ. There were those who doubted that Jesus was the Christ, 
but some had faith enough to follow him. He had no material wealth 
and no social position, but those who followed him found the kingdom 
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of heaven. Those who follow him now will find the kingdom of 
heaven just as surely. John compared Jesus to a light shining in the 
darkness—sometimes the darkness doesn’t even know that the light is 
shining, but it is there just the same. The Christ is shining within 
each of us whether we know it or not. Some people have never dis- 
covered that Light within; they are searching outside themselves for 
a great power to which they can cling. They are in darkness, never 
even knowing that the light shines. When we learn of this Christ- 
light and open our inner eye to it, we are opening the door to all good. 
John was sent to tell the people of the Christ. Within each of us 
there is a John the Baptist, telling us, if we will listen, that there is a 
Christ Spirit in us which is all wise and all powerful. Let us listen 
and follow the Christ. 


THE GIANT AND THE DWARF 


Once, as a giant was walking through the woods, he 
saw a little dwarf clinging to the topmost branch of a tall 
pine tree, ready to drop from fear and exhaustion. 

“Oh, giant, save me, and you will never regret it. 
You surely would not have me perish, and leave me here to 
die,” cried the dwarf in a voice that would have melted a 
ro 

The giant, pitying him, bent the tree to the ground, and 
landed him safely on his feet. 

Not long afterwards, as the giant was walking through 
the forest, something hit him in the eye, blinding him. His 
loud roars filled the forest and the little dwarf hearing him, 
ran to his assistance. He led the giant safely home, and 
cured his eyes in a way that mortals cannot understand. 

Thus, no matter how great or how small a person is, 
kindness can always be repaid, and is seldom thrown away. 


[The above story was written by Jean Moore, a tiny girl of 
Seattle, Wash.—Enbrror.] 


BE NOT IN HASTE 
Your tongue, you know, must always 
Be trained to gently speak; 
Then you'll succeed in getting 
The happiness you seek. 
—Uncle Booker. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“TO GRANDMOTHER WITH LOVE FROM 
BILLY” 


“Aw, it’s a regular mess! I told 

"em about it at breakfast, an’ you'd 

oughter seen ‘em. E-ver’body laughed 

but mother, and she like to fainted. 

Daddy choked on his coffee and I never 

even slapped him on the back. They 

wasn’t nuthin’ to laugh about anyhow. 

I don’t see what’s so blame funny "bout 

a guy wantin’ to give his own grand- 

mother a yellow dress for Chris’mus. 

She wuz tickled all over "bout that yellow crys—,’er flower 

I gave her Thanksgiving—said it wuz so bright and cheery. 

My grandmother likes pretty things and she ought to have 

*em. Mother allus gives her black things and aunt Elsie gray 

shawls. Then ‘cause I want to give her somethin’ pretty 
my folks throws a fit. 

“Yellow is too pretty. Don’t you remember Miss 
Ellen’s yellow waist? She looked jes’ like the sun wuz 
shinin’ on her all the time. She kep’ me in one night ‘cause 
I missed in spellin’ an’ I told her I didn’t care, ‘cause I 
liked to look at her when she wore that waist. Aw! I 
ain’t a goin’ to tell you what she did— it ain’t any of your 
business. 

“‘Mother says, “Yellow for grandmother?’ Jes’ like 
I wuz gonna give her smallpox. My grandmother is jus’ es 
pretty as Miss Ellen any day in the week; I don’t care if 
her hair ain’t black, white is prettier. It’s cleaner lookin’ 
anyhow. 

“‘Mother says I better jes’ give grandmother my love 
with a handkerchief ‘er somethin’, but gee! that ain’t no 
way todo. I been a doin’ that fer ever, an’ anyway, I want 
to know I like her a whole lot more’n any handkerchief. 

“But my aunt Lucy, she says if I jes’ keep still she’ll 
fix it up fer me. She says we kin’ slip off some day and go 
down town an’ buy the goods. She thinks grandmother 
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would like creamy yellow best in a dress. That suits me, an’ 
aunt Lucy’s gonna make it an’ not tell anybody. I'm 
gonna write a card by myself an’ pin it on an’ say, “With 
love from Billy,’ then when she sees that dress she'll know 
I mean it. 

“Aunt Lucy says yellow’s for wisdom, an’ that suits 
my grandmother, fer she knows more’n anybody. You 
oughta hear her tell stories, an’ say, did you ever eat any of 
her cookies? She’s sure wise all right. We're gonna have 
her out to our house fer Christmas dinner, an’ I bet she'll 
wear that dress. Aunt Lucy says the folks won't laugh 
when they see how pretty she looks, an’ I bet they won't 
grandmother look like a queen—you see ef 
she don’t. 


LAUGHTERLAND 
All aboard for Laughterland— 


*Tis a pleasant place, 

Where the sun of happiness 
Shines in every face, 

Where the cares of this old world 
Quickly are forgot, 

And there’s never any cloud, 
Any pain or blot! 


Can be reached by any who 
Goes about it right. 

All aboard for Laughterland, 
Region of delight! 

First you shake your troubles off, 
Then begin to smile, 

And you'll get to Laughterland 
In a little while. 


Children dwell in Laughterland, 
*Cause they do not know 

What makes grown-up people bear 
Burdens as they go 

‘Light hearts seek ‘Laughterland, 
Optimists go there— 

Guess it is the gladdest place 
Mentioned anywhere! 

—Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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DECEMBER, 1916 


A CHRISTMAS VOYAGER 


Drowsy little Sleepy-head, 
On downy little pillow, 
Made a voyage far away, 


Through the night so still-O! 


Far away where Christmas Babe 
Lies on manger-pillow ; 
Where the wise men’s perfumes sweet, 


All the air doth fill-O! 


Heard the choir of heaven sing, 
“*Peace on earth, good will’’-O! 

Saw the Christ-babe smile on them— 
Sleepy-head on pillow. 


Hasten home, Oh voyager, 
Through the night so still-O! 
Find the Christ-child in thy heart, 

Sleepy-head on pillow. 


Dear ReapeR: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 

store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo. 
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